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almost as busy as Clapham Junction. Yet much
nearer to London you may find a little wayside
station, sunk in a dell, gay with flowers' and
rockery, with fields on either side of it, and only
the spire of a village church, rising above it, to
suggest a human settlement. The station is
Sydenham Hill, twelve minutes from Victoria.
Its clock still bears the initials of the London,
Chatham and Dover Railway*
That Clapham should have so many remains
of its past is no puzzle, since it was for many
years after its early growth a district of large
houses kept by well-to-do people of the con-
servative  sort. This  helped  to  maintain   its
original rural atmosphere and to protect it, in
the eighties and nineties, from the "develop-
ment" of large houses and grounds into twenty
little houses, which was going on in suburbs
around it and farther out. Those large houses,
notable those of Clapham Park and of North
Side and South Side of the Common, had also
large gardens, which were^among the earliest
gardens   I   knew. Some  of them   even  had
meadows and cows, and thirty-five years ago I
often became sunburnt in those meadows while
helping with the hay-making. Tram-cars, buses*
and the "electric railway" were running five
minutes away, but once you had passed through
the fronts of those houses you were, in a sense*
"in the country."